I found myself in a state of disorientation, enveloped by the reverberations of explosions and the 
desperate cries for help that echoed endlessly in my mind. The memories of that harrowing 
experience continue to haunt me, their specters lurking in the shadows of my consciousness. The 
haunting screams still echo in my ears, transporting me back to the chaos and terror of that 
fateful day. It was May 5, 2024, a date etched into my memory with a chilling clarity. As I reflect 
on that tumultuous week, the events that unfolded take on a newfound significance. It began 
innocuously enough, with subtle signs that something was amiss. At first, I dismissed the fleeting 
glimpses of figures and objects that seemed to materialize out of thin air as mere tricks of the 


mind, attributing them to stress or fatigue. 


But as time wore on, the boundary between reality and illusion blurred, and I could no longer 
deny the unsettling truth: these apparitions were not figments of my imagination but tangible 
entities, haunting my every waking moment. They lurked in the periphery of my vision, their 
presence an ever-present reminder of my tenuous grip on sanity. Despite my best efforts to 
rationalize or ignore their existence, I soon realized that these phantoms were real people, 
shadowy figures who trailed my every move with silent vigilance. Their watchful eyes followed 


me wherever I went, their silent presence an ominous portent of impending doom. 


Caught in a web of paranoia and uncertainty, I grappled with the terrifying realization that I was 
not alone, that I was being observed by unseen forces with unknown intentions. As the days 
stretched into weeks, the weight of their silent scrutiny bore down upon me, a constant reminder 
of the precariousness of my reality. I began to realize that the haunting encounters with these 
spectral women were not confined to my waking hours; they infiltrated my subconscious realm 


as well, manifesting in a series of vivid and distressing dreams. Each night unfolded in a 


disconcerting repetition: I found myself running through desolate, desert-like landscapes, the sun 
beating down mercilessly as I sought escape from an unseen pursuer. Yet, no matter how far I 


fled, the plaintive cries for help inevitably reached my ears. 


With a sinking heart, I would stumble upon scenes of tragedy: injured and dying figures, their 
anguished pleas for aid echoing in the emptiness around me. Despite my frantic efforts to reach 
them, to offer solace or seek assistance, each encounter culminated in the same devastating 
outcome — their life slipping away in my arms, leaving me haunted by a profound sense of 


helplessness and loss. 


Night after night, the harrowing cycle repeated itself, each dream weaving a new tapestry of 
anguish and despair. I bore witness to an endless procession of suffering, each instance unfolding 
in a different guise — accidents, violence, illness — yet always ending in tragedy. The relentless 
onslaught of these tormenting visions grew unbearable, gnawing at the edges of my sanity. 
Desperate for rest, I resorted to drastic measures, attempting to ward off sleep in a futile bid to 
evade the haunting specters that plagued my dreams. Then, one night, as I lay upon my bed, 
utterly exhausted yet afraid to succumb to sleep, a profound stillness descended upon me. The 
relentless parade of ghostly apparitions ceased, leaving me enveloped in a serene quietude I had 
not known in what felt like an eternity. Relief washed over me as I dared to hope that the torment 


had finally abated, allowing me the longed-for reprieve I so desperately craved. 


Little did I know, however, that this newfound calm was but a fleeting respite, a deceptive lull 
before the storm. For in the depths of that peaceful slumber, I would once again come face to 
face with the haunting presence of the woman who had haunted my every waking and dreaming 
moment. One fateful night, an unsettling dream unfolded before me, casting me into a realm of 
eerie surrealism. I found myself immersed in a scene of distress, where a woman's anguished 
cries pierced the silence. Desperate for aid, she reached out, her voice a haunting echo in the 
darkness. Yet, to my dismay, I found myself rooted to the spot as if ensnared by unseen chains. A 
barrier, imperceptible yet impenetrable, held me back, rendering me powerless to intervene. 


Helplessly, I watched as she gasped for air, her struggles etched in every agonized breath. 


In a heart-wrenching moment, she turned towards me, her eyes beseeching, her voice trembling 
with disbelief and betrayal. With her final exhalation, she uttered words that seared into my 
consciousness like a brand, questioning my loyalty and commitment to our shared cause. 
Awakening from the depths of sleep, I found myself bathed in a cold sweat, the lingering echoes 
of her accusatory words reverberating in my mind. The weight of her reproach hung heavy upon 
me, leaving me grappling with the unsettling residue of a dream that felt all too real. I hadn't 
given much thought to what the next day might bring. It began like any other day, but a sense of 
unease hung in the air. Determined to shake off the feeling, I opted to start the day early with a 


brisk run. 


Yet, as I pounded the pavement, the ordinary swiftly gave way to the extraordinary. The world 


seemed to blur around me, the streets rushing by in a disorienting whirlwind. Before I knew it, I 


had strayed far from my familiar neighborhood, the sound of distant gunfire echoing in the 


distance. 


With each step, the scenery underwent a surreal transformation, morphing into an antiquated 
town straight out of a bygone era. I attempted to rationalize the bizarre turn of events, attributing 
it to fatigue-induced dreams. But the nagging uncertainty lingered, leaving me adrift in a 


bewildering landscape, unsure of where I was or how I had arrived there. 


Suddenly, my mother's voice pierced through the haze, calling my name. Startled, I lifted my 
gaze to find her hovering over me, her eyes wide with concern. Confusion gripped me as I 


realized I was sprawled on the unforgiving concrete floor, oblivious to how I had ended up there. 


Returning home, my mother bombarded me with questions about my condition. Initially puzzled, 
her urgency prompted me to examine myself in the mirror. As I made my way to the bathroom, a 
throbbing ache pulsed through my head, intensifying with each step. Peering into the mirror, I 
saw my reflection staring back, initially unremarkable. Yet, upon closer inspection, a trickle of 


blood at the corner of my head caught my attention, a silent witness to an unseen injury. 


Tending to the wound with a band-aid, I resolved to carry on with my day, albeit unaware of the 
impending upheaval. Arriving at school, the familiar surroundings had metamorphosed into a 
scene of chaos, akin to a desert oasis besieged by frenzied activity. People darted about, voices 


raised in panic as if swept up in a tempest of uncertainty. 


. I didn’t know where I was or who these people were, then all of an I was jolted by a sudden, 


deafening noise, instinctively propelling me into motion without a moment's hesitation. 


Awareness of potential danger pulsed through me, urging me to seek cover. Amidst the chaos, a 
figure charged toward me, their voice cutting through the clamor with urgent demands to engage, 
not cower. "¿Qué estas haciendo? ¡Mantente firme! j;Abraza la refriega!" With bewildering 
swiftness, a musket was thrust into my hands, accompanied by the command, ";Fuego ahora! ¡El 
tiempo apremia!" Confusion enveloped me as I found myself obeying orders without 
comprehension. Fear gripped me tightly, clouding my thoughts. It was as if I was operating on 
autopilot, driven solely by the imperative of self-preservation. Only later did the gravity of my 
actions begin to dawn on me. Tremors wracked my frame as the reality of what I had done sank 
in. Violence had never been part of my nature, and the realization that I had fired upon another 
human being shook me to my core. Still grappling with the tumult of emotions, I yielded to the 


authority around me, opting to follow rather than be left behind in the chaos. 


As I struggled to make sense of the unfolding turmoil, fragments of information began to 
coalesce. I dared to inquire about the circumstances, seeking understanding amidst the frenzy. 
The revelation of war, with its stakes high and consequences dire, cast a stark light on the grim 
reality we faced. Questions spilled forth, each answer adding another layer to my comprehension 
of the situation. Amidst the chaos of battle, clarity slowly emerged, illuminating the path forward 


in this tumultuous time. 


The year was 1862 and it was May Sth. The Battle of Puebla was raging. Little did I know that 
everything I was about to witness would profoundly impact the course of my family's future. 
Suddenly, a familiar voice called out to me, "Ade, what are you doing? Get in here, don’t just 


stand out there and stare at nothing." Startled, I turned to see one of my friends beckoning me. 


Confusion gripped me as I hadn't noticed anyone I knew nearby. Only when I glanced back did I 


question whether everything I had just witnessed was real or mere imagination. 


As I looked down at my trembling hand, I realized the gravity of the situation. I rushed to the 
school bathroom, frantically examining myself in the mirror, only to discover blood dripping 
from my head once more. I quickly tried to wipe it off before someone else noticed. I was quite 
surprised that no one had seen it yet. Once I was done, I went outside into the hallway and 
started walking to class. Once I got inside I sat down in my chair and began my work. As I 
diligently toiled away at my work, a sudden, bone-chilling scream pierced the air. Startled, I 
glanced up from my screen to find my classmates fixated on me, their expressions a mix of shock 
and concern. Before I could even inquire about the cause, someone urgently interjected, "Can't 
you feel it?" Confused, I queried, "Feel what?" "The blood streaming down your face," came the 
startling revelation. Taken aback, I gingerly touched my forehead, registering a dull ache that I 
had dismissed earlier. "No, I... I hadn't noticed," I stammered, a wave of disbelief washing over 
me. Hastily, I reached for a band-aid, hoping to stem the flow and reassure myself that 
everything would be alright. As I got up to go fix my bandage, I felt an excruciating pounding in 
my head, which made me collapse on my knees. As I fell to my knees, the world around me 
seemed to blur and twist. Shadows danced at the edges of my vision, and a piercing pain shot 
through my skull. I could hear voices whispering, echoing in the depths of my mind, their words 
indiscernible yet haunting. Panic seized me as I struggled to make sense of the chaos engulfing 


me. 


Through the haze of agony, I felt a gentle touch on my shoulder. Slowly, I looked up to see a 
figure standing before me, their features obscured by the flickering shadows. "Ade," the voice 


called, soft yet commanding, "you must listen to me." 


With great effort, I managed to focus on the figure, trying to discern their identity amidst the 
swirling darkness. "Who are you?" I whispered, my voice barely audible over the cacophony in 
my mind. The figure stepped closer, their presence radiating a strange sense of familiarity. "You 
know who I am, Ade," they replied, their voice echoing with an otherworldly resonance. "I am 


the one you seek, the one who holds the key to your salvation." 


Confusion mingled with fear as I struggled to comprehend the enigmatic words. "Salvation from 
what?" I asked, my voice trembling. "From the shadows that haunt your every step, from the 
darkness that threatens to consume your soul," the figure intoned solemnly. "But first, you must 
confront your past, confront the truth that lies buried deep within your memories." Before I could 
respond, the world around me dissolved into darkness, and I felt myself being pulled into the 
depths of my mind. Memories flashed before my eyes, fragments of a life long forgotten. Faces 


blurred and distorted, voices whispered secrets untold. 


Amidst the chaos, one memory stood out with stark clarity. A moment frozen in time, etched into 
the very fabric of my being. The image of a woman, her eyes filled with sorrow and betrayal, 


haunted my thoughts like a recurring nightmare. 


As the memory played out before me, I felt a surge of emotion wash over me. Guilt and remorse 

clawed at my heart, threatening to consume me whole. "I'm sorry," I whispered, the words barely 
audible even to my ears. But the woman's eyes remained fixed on me, her gaze piercing through 

the darkness. "You must forgive yourself, Ade," she said, her voice gentle yet firm. "Only then 


can you find the strength to face the challenges that lie ahead." 


With those words echoing in my mind, I felt a sense of peace wash over me, a glimmer of hope 
amidst the despair. As the memories faded into the darkness, I found myself standing once more 


amid my reality, the world around me bathed in a soft golden light. 


And though the shadows still lingered at the edges of my vision, I knew I was no longer alone. 
With newfound resolve, I rose to my feet, ready to confront whatever lay ahead on this journey 
of self-discovery. For in the depths of my soul, I had found the courage to embrace the truth and 
forge my path forward. Suddenly, I found myself thrust into the heart of the Battle of Puebla 
once more. The chaos of war surrounded me as the clash of steel and thunder of cannons filled 
the air. With adrenaline coursing through my veins, I gripped my weapon tightly, ready to face 
whatever lay ahead. The moment's urgency fueled my resolve as I joined my comrades in the 
struggle for our homeland's freedom. Amidst the chaos and dust of the Battle of Puebla in 1862, 
Ade, a courageous Mexican soldier, found herself locked in combat with an invading French 


officer, Henri, his uniform adorned with medals of conquest and arrogance. 


Ade, her eyes blazing with the fire of patriotism, faced Henri, her grip firm on her saber as she 
stood her ground against the encroaching enemy. Henri, his face twisted with disdain for the 
Mexican forces, sneered at Ade. "You dare challenge the might of the French Empire, girl? 


You're nothing but a peasant playing at war." 


Ade's jaw clenched, her resolve unyielding. "Puede que nos superen en numero, pero luchamos 
por nuestra patria, por nuestra libertad. ; Y nunca nos inclinaremos ante invasores extranjeros 
como tú!" With a swift motion, Henri lunged forward, his saber flashing in the sunlight as he 
aimed for Adelay's heart. Adelay parried the blow with precision, her blade meeting Henri's with 
a resounding clash. "You're a fool to resist us, Adelay! Your country will fall, and you will beg 
for mercy," Henri spat, his voice dripping with contempt. Unexpectedly, I found myself yanked 
back into the realm of my existence. In an instant, the external distractions faded away, and I was 
forcibly reminded of the tangible world surrounding me. It was as though a curtain had been 
swiftly drawn, separating me from the whirlwind of external stimuli that had momentarily 
engulfed me. This abrupt reentry into my reality was both startling and grounding, prompting a 
shift in my focus back to the present moment and the tangible aspects of my own life. Feeling the 
need for connection and reassurance after the recent events, I made the conscious decision to 
reach out and call home. The familiar voice at the other end of the line brought a sense of 
comfort and perspective amidst the chaos. As I was being picked up and driven back, my 
thoughts turned to the historical context of the situation, prompting me to delve into research 
about the war and its eventual resolution. Understanding the intricacies of the conflict and how it 


concluded provided me with a deeper insight into the events that had transpired, offering a sense 


of clarity and comprehension in uncertainty. I had learned that Mexico had won the war and the 


amount of people that had passed was to many for me to feel at ease. 


Adelay countered with a fierce strike, her saber slicing through the air with deadly accuracy. "We 
will never surrender to tyranny, Henri! We will fight until the last breath leaves our bodies!" 
Their blades clashed repeatedly, the sound of metal ringing through the air as they fought with 
unmatched determination. "You cannot win, Adelay! The might of the French Empire is 
unstoppable!" Henri bellowed, his attacks growing more ferocious with each passing moment. 
But Adelay stood her ground, her spirit unbroken. "We may be few, but our resolve is 
unwavering. And that is a force you will never defeat!" With a final, decisive blow, Adelay 
disarmed Henri, sending his saber clattering to the ground. As Henri stared up at her, defeated, 


Adelay extended a hand. 


"Join us, Henri. Together, we can drive the invaders from our land and reclaim our freedom," 
Adelay said, her voice filled with hope. Henri hesitated for a moment, then nodded, grasping 
Adelay's hand in a firm handshake. "For france," he murmured, his eyes still burning with hate, 
he lunged towards me and with on swift move. Blocking his attack with a swift movement, my 
eyes darted down to see a trickle of blood staining the ground. A moment of hesitation gripped 
me, questioning my speed in averting the strike. Yet, as I lifted my gaze, the realization struck 
that the blood was not mine to claim. Regret flickered in his eyes as they met mine, a silent 
acknowledgment of the outcome. Anger ignited within me as I peered down at him, kneeling to 
meet his gaze at eye level. "You had the chance to stand with me, to support our cause," I uttered 


sternly. "But now, here you lie at my feet, defeated. The consequences of your choices are clear." 


And as the Battle of Puebla raged on. As the dust settled over the aftermath of the Battle of 
Puebla, two young women, Ana and Sofia, sat huddled together amidst the wreckage, their faces 


smeared with dirt and tears. 


"Did you see that, Ana? The courage of our soldiers, standing firm against the French invaders," 


Sofia whispered, her voice tinged with awe. 


Ana nodded, her eyes shining with pride. "Yes, Sofia. Every moment of this battle, every 
sacrifice made by our people, it all matters. We fight not just for ourselves but for the future of 


our country." 


Sofia wiped away a stray tear, her gaze lingering on the fallen comrades surrounding them. "It's 


overwhelming, Ana. The bravery, the determination... it's humbling to be a part of it." 


Ana reached out, squeezing Sofia's hand in solidarity. "We may be facing overwhelming odds, 
but as long as we stand united, as long as we continue to believe in our cause, we will prevail. 


Our resilience is our greatest weapon." 


Sofia nodded, a sense of determination flickering in her eyes. "You're right, Ana. We may be 
young, but we are not powerless. We have a voice, and we will use it to fight for what is right, 
for our beloved Mexico." As they sat together amidst the echoes of battle, Ana and Sofia found 
strength in each other's words, knowing that every moment of struggle was a step closer to 


victory, a testament to the indomitable spirit of their nation. 


